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People are healing, hanging onto hope that the young Master Ragnvindr 
will one day come back through rumors and gossip — what that merchant 
spouted, no one believed, except for Kaeya, because he knows Diluc — and 
he envies their ability to move on like this. 


Kaeya Alberich is the worst thing that’s ever happened to Diluc. 


He might also be the best, but anyone who thinks so is clearly biased. 


(Alternatively, in which they fail at forgetting each other.) 
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1. break my soul in two 


Author's Note: 
hello!! 


i played too much. read too many fics. listened to evermore by taylor 
swift not enough times. so this was born. this was heavily inspired by 
that album since Sad, but particularly by the song coney island, which 
irec you listen while reading because it sets the mood. the title song of 
the album also sets the mood, so really, stream the whole thing Imao. 
english is not my first language but i Try so pls don't roast me. 


this whole fic is really just an exploration of their feelings on each 
other, so like... if you like going "oof", this is for you. 


anyways, hope you enjoy! leave a comment if you liked it! owo 


Diluc leaves without saying goodbye. It’s hardly surprising, but still a shock 
to Kaeya’s system. 


It’s barely been a short few days since he left — since he was kicked out of — 
Dawn Winery, never to step foot in it again. One moment Diluc's there, an 
ache in Kaeya's heart through all the misplaced loyalty and equally 
wretched guilt, just out of reach and sight, in the place they both called 
home. The next he hears from Lisa, of all people, about the young Master 
Ragnvindr going off to who knows where, for who knows how long, on his 
own, leaving Elzer and Adeline in charge of his estate. 


"You wouldn't know what's on his mind, would you?" Lisa asks, that 
practiced lazy drawl of hers not doing anything to cover up the concern in 
her eyes, the way she scans Kaeya for a crack. He just smiles, pretending 
that he isn't bleeding out before her, has been ever since the night Master 
Crepus died. Pretends that he can’t remember the fire of Diluc’s anger, not 
only at him, but at the Ordo Favonius, and how the fact that Kaeya knows 
him gives him a good guess at what his intentions are. 


It’s hardly his business now, and Kaeya supposes that’s another change that 
Mondstadt will have to get used to. He’ll make sure it won’t be the last, but 
hopefully they won’t be as miserable as this one. 


"Not a clue," Kaeya quips, shrugging a shoulder, and proceeds to his 
business with a smile— he just needs a look into a few files, here and there. 
Nothing suspicious as of right now, but he doubts Lisa would ask, not when 
everything's still this raw. He needs to take advantage of the grieving state 
of the city, and focus on seeking his own messed up form of justice. 


A Cryo Vision sits on his hip, weighing him down more than the burden 
over his shoulders already does, and he wonders about the Cryo Archon 
deciding to give someone like him her blessing. A spawn from Khaenri'ah, 
a godless land of sinners and monsters, with his heart beating to the tune of 
the City of Freedom— or its unofficial king, more like. It shouldn't add up, 
and the fact that the Vision came when it did, knowing she's been called the 
goddess of love in stories, as well... 


He thinks about his reaction to Master Crepus' death, that liberation 
followed by guilt, then about Diluc, his anger and his hatred-filled eyes, 
spitting rejection from his lips, claiming betrayal. Kaeya's always been 
Sadistic, pushing too far too fast, but even he can admit that he 
miscalculated this time, that he wasn’t thinking clearly. He wasn't sure what 
he wanted, what he expected after the burn of Diluc’s anger, and he isn't 
sure about it now, either, even as his poor, beaten heart asks him for mercy, 
the Vision given to mark such a moment of rejection not enough to make up 
for it. He didn’t think Diluc would throw him away this easily, that there 
would be nothing but silence in the aftermath, but maybe that was just him 
tricking himself. 


If Diluc can't accept him, who can, after all? 


The same old, he’s thought over the last couple of days, trying to shake the 
pain of it off. There’s no difference between being sent away and being left 
behind, he tells himself, recalling his father's retreating back, grape juice, a 
rainy night not nearly as cold or as violent as those in Khaenri'ah, fending 
off for himself until Master Crepus found him— he didn't think the second 
time could hurt this much. 


Who is he, anyways? Diluc had asked the same thing, looking at him as if 
he couldn't recognize him, and Kaeya had no answer. Not at that moment, 
and not now. His own last name is meaningless, a useless title, and he's 
never been much of Master Crepus' son anyways, or at least not a good one; 
he called him Father because that’s what he was, on the surface, but Kaeya 
always thought of him as a loving mentor, the one that taught him how 
living, instead of dreaming of having dreams, worked, that gave him a 
family. His affiliation with the knights does not define his identity, but he 
almost wishes it did. 


Mostly, Kaeya’s always been Diluc's... something, depending on who 
asked. And before that, his father's “spy”, Khaenri’ah’s last hope — for 
what? — and nothing else. 


He's no one — no one’s — now. 


But he still gets his hands on Diluc's Vision, and watches it, quietly, keeping 
it a secret even from himself, to make sure his soul doesn't decide to shrivel 
up and die without him realizing it. 


He thinks more about the way his words affected Diluc as days turn into 
weeks turn into months. It takes a while, but when he's done plucking the 
bad weeds from the Ordo's high command, when he's given Diluc's former 
title, is when finally allows himself to process it in full again, marveling at 
his own stupidity, his own weakness, his own bleeding heart, as he 
remembers. 


Remembers Diluc's hands, holding onto his shoulders like he couldn't let 
him go, as he wept and cursed the Knights of Favonius, like he was all he 
had left. Then, those same hands, shaking in anger and shock as Kaeya let 
himself slip from his hold. His red hair, wet from the rain, painted the color 
of blood, framing his face as he bore down on him fully intending to end his 
life, the heat radiating from his skin and shining through his eyes not 
burning nearly as hard as his words. The tears, mixing in with the rain, with 
the rage, with Kaeya’s blood, into a pot of bitterness and hate. 


The knowledge that he’|l live and die under lies, hanging from his hip. 


Kaeya can't say he expected to keep acting forever, not towards the 
Ragnvindr. He was a kid when he was left here, could do little more than 
fight his way to survival in Khaenri'ah's less than ideal conditions and never 
take his instincts and smarts for granted, but he eventually realized, as he let 
himself absorb the lessons of Master Crepus' tutors, and learn from how he 
managed to strike a business deal, that he knew way too little in order to be 
considered an actual spy. He was more of a gamble. 


Kaeya would remain loyal, or doom his homeland and his people. 
Alternatively, he would die with Teyvat. 


Seems like a high risk, high value investment, to give away the last — of his 
knowledge, if that was even real — living member of their royalty, but he 
has no idea how Khaenri'ah's intelligence network operates, if they have 
other spies, what their actual plans are... yet. 


He's been ignoring his wretched origins for too long. Master Crepus' death 
shocked him into realizing that, Diluc's grief and the bitter taste of rejection 
made him feel like he's neglected the full weight of it, so it's only natural he 
takes up the mantle, now that he's no one and has nothing, instead of 
leaving it folded it at the end of his bed. 


He looks at Diluc's Vision, occasionally swirling, sometimes dimming. 
Mondstadt still grieves. 


Kaeya doesn’t. One night was enough. 


Diluc is somewhere in Liyue — back for the third or so time, to talk to a few 
contacts — when rain starts falling on him and he allows himself to stop and 
breathe for the first time in months. 


It's the water trickling down his claymore, dripping onto the grass, which 
brings the memory of that night back. Kaeya's starry eye, colder than even, 
as fittingly fragile as ice, under him. Resigned, ready, failing to boil over 
with enough anger, offense, indignation, anything other than whatever that 
was to actually fight back like Diluc knows he can. 


They were the best of the best. People always talked about him, before 
Kaeya arrived, the Dawn Winery Heir, the Uncrowned Prince of Mondstadt, 
but Kaeya didn't have a Vision as a child and he was able to make Diluc 
struggle on slow days, downright yield on his best, in almost every subject. 
The talk about him became the talk about them. You couldn’t mention the 
Ragnvindr family without mentioning Crepus’ adopted son, Diluc’s foil and 
right hand, the exotic-looking, foreign child with a mind to rival adults and 
no drop shame in his frame. 


(Kaeya’s amazing at chess. He destroyed the pride of quite a few adults, 
business trend-setters, and their wives and heirs. Diluc finally found a 
challenger. It’s a pity.) 


Yet that night, he just— the thought chases Diluc more than the acid of his 
betrayal does. The way Kaeya played defense, as if Diluc's hands weren't 
shaking, as if he wouldn't be able to take on him with how much faster he 
is, with how much more calculated his style is, a necessity to be able to 
follow a prodigy like Diluc so closely on the field... and then, that wretched 
Vision. 


A Cryo Vision, proof that the gods were watching and enjoying the show, 
getting a kick out of Diluc's pain and Kaeya's backstabbing. The Tsaritsa, 
smiling at Kaeya all the way from Snezhnaya as if to say ‘you’re one of 
mine’, her heart as cold as Kaeya’s eye when Diluc told him to leave. To 
leave, and to never come back. 


Diluc had screamed at him to fight back. Yelled it until it hurt, until it felt 
like his throat would bleed, but Kaeya had looked at him with the same 
gaze he had when they first met, when he was but a foreign boy with a 
distinct, curious lack of an accent, dull and strangely ancient, tired and 
unfeeling of the cold of his body, of the rain dripping from his frame onto 
the floor. 


If he wasn't going to fight, Diluc had wanted him to run, at least. If not 
during that horrible, rage and heartbreak-filled moment, then later, when he 
had a second to think straight, already miles and miles away from 
Mondstadt. 


For as much as he loathes him, as much as he wishes he could forget, as 
much as he intended to kill him, the thought of Kaeya dying to his hand, or 
at all, sends his heart into overdrive, his body locking up as if to keep him 
where he is, keep him from doing it, now that he’s had time to shower in his 
grief. 


Kaeya just wouldn't leave him. 


So Diluc kicked him out. 


2. sorry for not making you my centerfold 


Notes for the Chapter: 
im uploading as much fic as i have as possible in one go don't mind me 


Kaeya pauses in the middle of a sentence and sneezes. The Snezhnaya 
diplomats blink at him from the table. 


“Apologies,” he smiles, nodding at Jean in thanks as she hands him a tissue 
for his nose. “Someone must have me in mind, huh?” 


He hates meetings that don’t involve negotiation. When it’s finally over, 
Jean invites him into her office to rest, both of them sporting matching 
headaches, wishing Grandmaster Varka found it in himself to just say no, 
here and there, to talk about the fowl supply, of all things. It could have 
saved them an hour, easily. Kaeya still has no clue why the Snezhnaya 
diplomats even asked, but considering their bewildered expressions just a 
few minutes later, they thought they were just being nice. 


Kaeya finds himself longing for his old spot, but alas. His life, 
unfortunately, can't revolve around Diluc hogging all the attention for 
himself anymore. 


Before, Kaeya was happy to work in his shadow— where Diluc's hands 
didn't reach, there he was, cleaning up the less glamorous jobs, taking up 
the questionable missions, sweet talking the right people, helping him 
without him realizing it, but he had little need to extend his intelligence 
network beyond some alley dwellers and members of the Ordo, because he 
didn't know how far they were willing to go yet, to look like they could do 
no wrong. 


Now, he’s forced to reach out, his shiny new title and his charming 
disposition being enough to get him in contact with interesting people, 
though not nearly so to earn a place within the most knowledgeable, with 
the organizations that appear more ancient than time itself. He manages 


anyways, and keeps an ear out for the rumors of Diluc working his way 
through Teyvat like a man being chased, even though he shouldn’t. 


Sometimes, Kaeya wonders if Diluc's satisfied with himself, if he's actually 
found some sort of purpose, if he's getting any information that Kaeya's 
rapidly growing contacts aren't able to look out for, assembling something 
for himself. He's probably risking his life, having already decided that 
there's no one in the City of Freedom that would care if his Vision went 
grey. Not even poor Jean, or Elzer, or Adeline. 


He sounds petty, even to himself, and he's not the only one to think so. 


"You've been angry lately," Jean points out over tea, her eye bags having 
deepened beyond what Kaeya thinks healthy, ever since Diluc's leave, since 
his own efforts to cut down the despicable, as Lisa put it. The power 
vacuum of Kaeya’s clean up put her in a tight spot. She's as beautiful as 
ever, despite it, and Kaeya would be lying if he said he looked any better. 
"You know that's not fair to either of you." 


Kaeya didn't even bring this up, — he seldom can say Diluc's name these 
days, which he's working on, since the Ragnvindr are so important to 
Mondstadt — but he supposes they were talking about wine. It's close 
enough. 


"He was angry first," Kaeya snorts, and he's definitely tired too, because he 
can hear his own bitterness, the forced cheer. "And he wasn't fair, either. I 
don’t think you’ve forgotten how good he is at holding grudges." 


Jean doesn't know what happened — no one does, no one will, which is the 
only thing Diluc allowed him — but she believes there's been some big 
misunderstanding between them. There hadn't, of course; Diluc decided his 
life shouldn't involve Kaeya, that there's no place for him in it, all in the 
span of five minutes. That almost ten years of... them, are easily replaced 
by revenge and long trips that risk one's life, easily ruined by a few hard 
truths. He’s glad Jean thinks anger and misunderstandings are the issue, 
when it’s in fact Kaeya’s true self that ruined what was left of the world 
Diluc knew. 


He tells her this much, says it out loud to convince himself further of it: his 
life doesn't revolve around Diluc's problems anymore, even if he's still 
picking up the mess. He has his own issues. 


That night, he doesn't take a peek at Diluc's Vision in his drawer. 
Instead, Kaeya looks at it in the morning. 


Death After Noon has never tasted this bitter before (and he shouldn’t be 
drinking it, but Master Crepus believed that a true connoisseur shouldn’t 
worry about age). Defeat— well, he's fought Diluc, willing to die for his 
lies and for his truth, and got a Cryo Vision for his trouble, one that seems 
to mock him. 


Sometimes, he swears he can hear the Cryo Archon laughing. Not at his 
bleeding heart, no, but at how Kaeya managed to pull that freezing dead 
thing out of his chest, all dried out by now, to hide it in the same drawer he 
hides Diluc's Vision in. At how, eventually, they became one and the same. 


As if they've ever been different. 
His birthday is approaching. 


Troublesome. 


He hates him. 


Diluc absolutely despises him, wishes his father had never stumbled upon 
him, wants him to go back to where he came from, to get his dirty hands 
and clever words out of Teyvat, to act like the backstabber he is. 


Kaeya's not supposed to stay in Mondstadt. He’s not supposed to pretend to 
care this much. The news reached him without him looking for them, as he 
travelled Inazuma, from an equally tired, equally soaking merchant from 
Mondstadt, of all chances. 


(Rain seems to be following Diluc, and a petty part of him thinks it must be 
the doing of the Archons, determined to play push and pull with his 
memories and feelings as punishment for throwing away his Vision.) 


Kaeya’s not supposed to become Cavalry Captain. He's not supposed to 
take Diluc's place and help Jean keep the city in one piece, considering the 
incompetence of the Ordo. He's not supposed to move on with his fake life 
as if nothing's happened— though, that's the point of a spy, is it not? 


How foolish. It was Diluc’s dream to be a Knight of Favonius, his father’s 
life-long, unapproachable desire; Kaeya only ever expressed interest in it as 
they grew up because Diluc seemed to have inspired him with his own 
passion, if not to do good, if not for the honor, if not for the power, then at 
least to keep the peace, for them to stay together as brothers. 


Or so he thought. Maybe it was in Kaeya’s orders, to become part of the 
Ordo; to infiltrate Mondstadt’s closest thing to a government and military 
and tear it up from the inside while gathering information to send to 
Khaenri’ah, through means unknown. 


Under other circumstances, Diluc would have been happy for him. He 
would have been proud, would have celebrated it over drinks just to indulge 
Kaeya this once and, considering the nature of their relationship, he would 
have let him steal as many kisses as he wanted to. 


But that’s unattainable now, unthinkable. Diluc’s not in the Ordo anymore, 
and his stomach churns with disgust each time he remembers that wretched 
organization. He’s not even in Mondstadt, and he has long stopped 
dreaming of playing knight— yet it seems that Kaeya’s picked up his dream 
for the both of them, after being left behind, in some mock-up of what 
could have been. 


The only thing he can give him now is this: he’Il keep his secret. 


Diluc doesn't want him dead. It's a fucked up, nonsensical line of thought; if 
he hates him this much, he should be itching to be rid of him, or at least to 
expose him. See the face Jean makes when she realizes her Calvary Captain 


is secretly infiltrated, probably part of a plot to destroy the whole of Teyvat 
or Mondstadt at the very least, perhaps selling out their secrets. 


Diluc hates him— 


The merchant, after finally having run out of mindless gossip, informs him 
of the date as Diluc asked of him, the only reason he even approached in the 
first place, and he struggles not to choke on air, a flurry of emotions 
shocking his system, reminding him of what it feels like to feel something 
other than bitterness and anger. 


—it's Kaeya's birthday. 


Diluc misses him; terribly so. His hands shake as he remembers how easy it 
was to tum his head and see him there, with that stellar eye and smug 
visage. 


He hates himself for it. 


Jean gives him the day off and Lisa invites him to lunch for his birthday. 


Kaeya rejects the invite as politely as possible, sneaks into Dawn Winery 
that night, and allows himself to recall good memories. 


The sound of two pairs of feet running over wood, Diluc's lovely singing 
voice, his own made-up tunes on the piano when the tutor wasn't watching, 
showing Diluc what actually lays under his eye patch, the way he flushed 
‘just one more kiss for practice, Kaeya, promise me that—' when they were 
young, dumb, and pretending they weren't crushing on each other. 


He doesn’t step into his old bedroom, or Diluc’s, the place so cold and quiet 
that it clashes with Kaeya’s memories and makes him uneasy, but he sits in 
Master Crepus’ old study, which perhaps one day will be inhabited by his 
son, staring at the paintings, nursing a drink he stole from one of the bottles 
in the cellar. 


Master Crepus left a will, of course; family heirlooms that have been passed 
down for generations, each more priceless than the next one, lands, 
properties, and terrain that could one day become an expansion of Dawn 
Winery. Kaeya's in it, and he's finally old enough to formally claim his due 
from the estate, instead of leaving it to gather dust. 


He won't. 
Broken promises don't get rewards, and neither do liars. 


Diluc's Vision winks at him, and despite having planned to leave it here, in 
Master Crepus’ drawer, as his excuse for having snuck in... 


Kaeya takes it back with him. 


Diluc shakes off the rain and ignores the awkward gaze of the merchant, 
who seems vaguely threatened by Diluc’s clenched jaw at the knowledge of 
what date sits on the calendar. 


“Are you alright, Master Diluc?” He asks, but Diluc can tell he’s feeling 
some urgency to leave. Against his best judgment, Diluc opens his mouth. 


“When are you going back to Mondstadt, if I may ask?” 


The merchant doesn’t seem inclined to tell him, but he eyes his claymore, 
and seems to value his life more in this moment than in the future. “Next 
week, if everything goes well, sir.” 


Diluc thinks about it, but that brings up more unpleasant — beautiful — 
memories, and he figures that he shouldn’t let this moment of weakness get 
the best of him. Forget about silly ideas. Kaeya would be delighted to find a 
dead rat from Diluc in his mail, knowing him, and the merchant would be 
harder to convince than it’s worth it. 


“Good luck, then,” he settles for, and the merchant nods in thanks, looking 
at him oddly. Diluc can already picture how he’|l embellish this story later, 


for the people of Mondstadt to hear. He’s tempted to pay him to keep quiet, 
but... 


But it’s getting late, and he should be back at his inn. 
Enough thinking. Time to keep doing. 
He hasn't been this cold in a while. 


He wonders if his Vision looks pretty in the Ordo's basement. 


A year passes in the blink of an eye. The anniversary of Master Crepus’ 
death, and Diluc’s birthday, seems to make the city as a whole sadder, but 
it’s nowhere near the level of when the tragedy happened. People are 
healing, hanging onto hope that the young Master Ragnvindr will one day 
come back through rumors and gossip — what that merchant spouted, no one 
believed, except for Kaeya, because he knows Diluc — and he envies their 
ability to move on like this. 


Kaeya's gotten used to the ache of Diluc's absence by now, as well as to the 
awkwardness of Adeline stopping to talk to him, still calling him Master 
instead of Sir, when they run across each other in the market. To how Elzer 
will, quite shamelessly, ask for him for help with winery business behind 
Diluc's back, because the high season gets overwhelming by himself and 
Kaeya's always been good at multitasking. To how the rest of the staff pat 
his back and give him gifts in the shape of homemade meals, to how Master 
Crepus’ friends send their regards with vintages and letters, just to ask him 
what he knows about Diluc— 


No matter how much he tries, Kaeya can't shake them off. Diluc, he knows 
he'll always carry around with him — literally and metaphorically, up until 
he gets to give him his Vision back — but everything else... the life of the 
Kaeya Alberich he once was, that seems to creep up on him in a matter that 
makes his teeth grind together on a good day. 


But he can't say no. He used to, when he was actually living at the Winery, 
always pretending to not care despite his early-discovered love for 


fermented grapes. He told himself, back then, that he was establishing a 
line, waved Diluc off with a smile, telling him that he would be the Master 
one day, after all, implying his own destiny laid elsewhere. 


Foolish tactics. He still learned, and everyone could tell. Including Diluc. 


He wonders how many times Diluc looked as if he could see right through 
him, as they sat together, knowing full well they should be sparring or 
going to lessons or following Master Crepus around the place in order to 
learn more about the vine and wine. Most of the time, they were making out 
instead. Often, Kaeya would tease him, rile him up only to send him away, 
leaving Diluc hot, bothered, and unraveled. A proper young Master with 
shaking knees and a flushed face. 


They weren't subtle. Master Crepus pretended not to notice for their sake, as 
did the rest of the staff, though somehow, the people of Mondstadt never 
truly caught on, because of the maidens chasing after Diluc’s heart. 


But Diluc looked at him, when Master Crepus programmed trips for them to 
learn the ropes of the business and Kaeya would say he'd stay behind, with 
eyes that said 'you're making me wait for you to join us anyways,' and 
Kaeya would feel compelled to tell him everything, right there and then, 
thought with the innocence of a child that his anger would pass, eventually, 
and he would be welcomed and understood. 


Maybe he should have. Maybe, if he had told him then, Kaeya would have 
been able to properly grieve Master Crepus, to process his death as 
something other than one less person to know about his lies, one less piece 
of proof that there’s no such thing as a selfless soul. Maybe Diluc’s 
eighteenth birthday would’ve been different, and Kaeya would’ve been 
there to help, instead of arriving too late and standing back, having left 
them waiting. 


Funny, how Kaeya's the one waiting now. 


He still hasn’t found anything new on Khaenri’ah. Nothing he doesn’t know 
already, that he can’t explain better than his own informants. He’ll keep 
trying, but the Fatui are... getting interesting, and hogging his attention. 


Life goes on. 


3. will you forgive my soul, when you're too wise to trust me 
and too old to care? 


It's been— three years? Maybe, almost. Diluc's bad at keeping count of 
days, lately. His father would be horrified, but being this deep in Fatui 
territory has made Diluc forget all the training he got as a Knight, to be 
Dawn Winery's owner, to be the Master of his estate, in order to survive. 


These days, he's so worn out and so pulled tight with the scent of danger 
that all he sees in his dreams are memories, as a result of his brain being 
unable to conjure up new images. 


There’s Kaeya's sweet smile, the morning of the day his father died, 
shoving a piece of cake into his mouth the second he opened his bedroom 
door. The way his face soured when Diluc reminded him of their 
responsibilities for the day; their last kiss in the hallways of the Ordo, as 
Kaeya left for his scheduled patrol and promised to be back in time to 
celebrate at the Winery, lips pressed against his knuckles like a knight’s on 
a maiden’s, as if Diluc wasn’t his superior at the time. 


How he was his only thought, beyond the panic, beyond the shock of what 
his father was doing when Ursa attacked, beyond his failure to help, 
wondering if he'd see him again. The way Kaeya had smirked, sadistic and 
detached with shock, when he and the Knights of Favonius finally fell upon 
Diluc holding his father's dead body, the Delusion that Diluc now uses 
between them. 


It feels like he can't breathe, every time he wakes up, sometimes overcome 
with anger, with fear, with sadness, with love. 


He's reaching the end of his trip. He can feel it in his bones, but Diluc is 
nothing if not stubborn, if not resilient, if not angry, vengeful. He is part of 
something greater than chasing after the Fatui on the fields, now, and he 
intends to use his newly available source of knowledge to his advantage, to 
properly protect his home. 


He forces the memories down, refuses to wonder, uselessly, if he's the only 
one that's been having these gods-forsaken nights of pain, of adding salt to 
his barely-scarred wounds. 


During his last mission, he almost dies. 


Afterwards, he wonders if someone would've noticed his Vision going dark. 


Diluc comes back to Mondstadt like he never left. He settles into Dawn 
Winery business, takes shifts at the Angel's Share, scoffs at the Ordo and 
shoots unimpressed eyebrows at people until Kaeya finds himself caving in 
and taking on a fair share of Jean's responsibilities in order to keep his mind 
off him. 


A recount of his first thoughts, the ones he shoved far back into his mind 
when he first saw that lovely shock of red hair again, goes like this: 


Oh, seven, I was never ready, his first. 
He's gorgeous, his second. 
Remember he hates you, his third. 


There was no official welcome. Jean wanted to receive him at the gates, but 
Diluc had refused quite scathingly, which at least prepared Kaeya for his 
blank eyes and the hard set of his jaw when they finally ran across each 
other, as bartender and customer. 


“Sir Kaeya,” Diluc nods at him, his voice lacking any warmth, not giving 
away a hint of recognition beyond what his title implies. As if they’ve 
barely known each other in passing. His eyes are so different from the Diluc 
he knew, but Kaeya just smiles, leans over the bar. Diluc’s face remains 
impassive. “What can I get you tonight? 


He could have easily avoided him, avoided this, but he remembers himself, 
a kid that grew up in winters and storms colder than Mondstadt could have 
nightmares of, trained in a language he used to see no rhyme or reason for, 


abandoned with an impossible mission, longing for warmth, and Diluc’s 
hand in his for the first time, so willingly giving it to him. Diluc’s Vision in 
his drawer. 


Kaeya’s always had a hard time keeping away from trouble— or maybe, 
trouble has a hard time avoiding him. Besides, Angel’s Share serves better 
drinks, and their bartender tonight is the cutest thing in the whole city. 


“So cold, brother,’ Kaeya chuckles, and that sick, sadistic part of him sings 
in glee at the downwards twitch of Diluc’s mouth, the way he struggles not 
to frown, how the grip he has on the counter tightens. “Which of us is the 
Cryo user?” 


“You’re not my brother.” 


Kaeya expected it, so it doesn’t have the desired effect; Diluc almost seems 
disgruntled by his lack of reaction, other than a casual shrug, and it says a 
lot about their differences, about what’s changed and what hasn’t, that 
Kaeya can still read him, albeit with some difficulty, while Diluc doesn’t 
seem to know what to make of him. 


“Aye, aye,” Kaeya agrees, allowing him that much. “Death After Noon, 
then, please and thank you.” 


Diluc’s judgmental look isn’t too professional, and he tells him as much. 
His eyes, though he doesn’t say it, tell Kaeya exactly what he thinks of that 
comment. Years ago, he would have openly told him to shove it in his ass, 
even in front of customers, but if Diluc’s going to play this off as if he’s just 
another client, then he’!] cooperate— 


He’s served grape juice and a frown. “I want you to leave.” 


Ah, well. At least he’s honest. “Why, Master Diluc, was kicking me out 
once not enough for you?” 


Silence. 


There’s a lot Diluc still doesn’t know about Kaeya, because he never gave 
him the chance to explain before the fighting started, barely having gone 
past the spy thing and his father’s last words to him. He doesn’t know what 
his right eye means, he doesn’t know about Kaeya being raised under 
claims of royalty, and Diluc seems deeply aware of it now, as they stare 
each other down for the first time in four years, familiar tension rising up 
between them. 


Diluc’s as aware of Khaenri’ah’s secrets as he is of the fact that Kaeya’s 
loved and wanted in Mondstadt, as much as he himself is, still considered 
Master Crepus’ brilliant, adopted son, Diluc’s foil and twin. He's the 
Quartermaster, the Cavalry Captain, and the back supporting the Ordo’s 
intelligence, that’s holding it together, that’s holding the city together with 
the glue Jean gives him, the strings he spends his days attaching. 


They can’t do this yet. And they can’t do this where people could bear 
witness to it. 


Diluc serves him his drink, but only after he’s made it evident that he won’t 
leave without it, refusing to move from his seat. He didn’t mean to be quite 
so... scathing, the way Diluc has no issue being, so Kaeya leaves a tip and 
hopes he has enough decency to take it, or at least give it to Charles. 


“T trust you had safe travels, Master Diluc,” he says as he takes his leave, 
but Diluc doesn’t even look at him, too busy polishing the same glass he’s 
been cleaning since his arrival, an old childhood habit to cope with his 
nerves, though it seems to Kaeya that he’s just holding his anger down, this 
time. 


It hurts. Kaeya admits it to himself only once he’s home, by which he 
means his office, because his room in town is quite meaningless and sad, 
never having bothered to turn it into a pleasant place. When Lisa comes by, 
she seems utterly turned off by it, and often they end up leaving, which is 
counterproductive to making it feel more habitable. 


Kaeya takes one look at Jean’s schedule, sees ‘Ragnvindr manor welcome 
party’ and rolls his eyes. So, Diluc won’t allow the Knights of Favonius to 
greet him at the gates, but he will send them invitations to his socialite 


events that he’s probably only organizing for the sake of appearances with 
the business partners that have, no doubt, been asking for him. 


Still, the guest list includes some Fatui diplomats that Kaeya’s had his eye 
on for a while, ones that have been looking for Seneschal Seamus. Kaeya 
hasn’t received an invitation to this event, of course, why would he? But no 
one will question his presence, Jean has more important manners to attend 
to, and he can’t wait to see the accusing look in Diluc’s eyes when Kaeya 
dares to bestow his presence upon everyone. 


It’s all for the sake of work, anyways. They each have their own agendas. 


What's a little more bad blood, when they have a river of it running between 
them? 


Kaeya's different. 


He's always had horrid taste, but this vase is— beyond description. The 
Vision inside it, as much of a call for a truce as it is, to stop the 
unnecessarily bitter remarks between them now that Diluc’s settled into 
place and Kaeya’s adjusted his spider web to fit his, is nice, in place of 
actual communication. 


Diluc can't quite comprehend how Kaeya got his hands on it, but he doesn't 
allow himself to dwell on that, or in how long he's had it. Instead, he thinks 
about how Kaeya carries himself, taller and more confident, cockier than 
ever, about his attitude towards Krupp and Dottore during that meeting at 
the manor (that he came; Jean ought to give her schedule to more sensitive 
people, even if he’s the Quartermaster now). He was always a smug 
asshole, but he hadn't been outwardly straight about it like this before, and 
to do it during political meetings... 


His softness is gone, and so seems to be most of his subtlety, even if his 
words are shaper than ever. He can’t help but wonder if that’s his fault, but 
perhaps it’s better like this: Diluc’s innocence and Kaeya’s vulnerability, 
gone, destroyed by one another. An eye for an eye, but that would make 
Kaeya blind, and he’s anything but. 


He meets Diluc's eyes evenly, without hesitation, and matches his vitriol, 
his acid, with a smile, pleasant, plastic, and so fake that Diluc actually 
blushes when he remembers the way Kaeya used to look at him. He speaks 
with calm, deep, relaxed tones, his voice having aged as finely as some of 
the winery’s best bottles, and he's painfully, incredibly beautiful, now that 
all of his leftover baby fat is gone, as if Kaeya had ever been anything but 
unfairly gorgeous, even when he looked like a rat had chewed him out, 
those first few weeks. 


And if they exchanged a look, behind Seneschal Seamus’ back after the 
meeting, an idea being quietly given without words, if Diluc allowed him to 
inch closer as they dealt with the fiasco of the deaths of those diplomats, 
well... a part of him wants to linger just on that, but he shakes the thought 
off. Instead, he rationalizes Kaeya's more seemingly open _ but 
simultaneously mysterious attitude as his way of letting it be known that the 
Ordo Favonius’ changed, and that he's the one moving the strings that Jean 
can't possibly reach. 


Kaeya hasn’t forgotten about Diluc throwing all they were out with him, 
almost killing him, in a fit of fury that didn’t allow him to gather any useful 
information about the potential threat of Khaenri’ah, but he hasn’t let that 
stop him, either. He’s kept Mondstadt safe, that much Diluc can see, even if 
only a couple years ago he would have scoffed at the idea of Kaeya caring. 


He holds the advantage, considering they reluctantly fill each other in 
regarding the Fatui, through coded letters addressed to the fire, so there’s 
little that the other doesn’t know. Diluc’s contacts, somehow, don’t reach as 
far as to gain knowledge of a land that’s been godless and abandoned for 
five-hundred years, but not everything is easily obtained. There could be 
worse people than Kaeya, worse liars that won’t even allow a half-truth, 
holding the keys to that information. 


Diluc has a second where he thinks he's glad that Jean has someone that 
competent behind her back, helping her protect Mondstadt, but then he 
remembers that Kaeya is still a bastard, how he definitely took a wine bottle 
from the cellar at some point (at least Kaeya is only stealing from his own 
inheritance), and decides that, eventually, an actual, mutual chat is due. As 
to when he will gather enough courage and patience for it? It's unknown. 


One thing is clear, though. 


Diluc's life can't revolve around Kaeya again. No more memories of 
glancing over his shoulder, knowing he'd be there. No more moments to 
himself, under the rain, unable to keep going for a few seconds because 
everything hurts. No more dreaming about waking up to cold feet pressing 
against his legs as Kaeya sneaked into his bed, the way he used to. 


Jean puts it quite simply: 


"It's a clean slate," she sighs, gazing out the window of Diluc's office, a 
teacup in her hand. Diluc didn't even bring this up, but they were talking 
about liars, which he guesses is close enough. "Please, make use of it. As 
much as you don't wish to work with the Ordo, we do need balance. We 
can't have Mondstadt's Cavalry Captain and Master Ragnvindr be anything 
but civil." 


"We're civil," Diluc protests, in the way a child would, and Jean shakes her 
head. It isn’t a lie, but being reluctant business partners once every few 
weeks that can’t look at each other without saying something with bitter 
double meanings is hardly civil. More like... sad, and petty, if honesty is 
needed. 


"Clean slate, Diluc," she pauses, meets his eyes, only for them to fall onto 
the Vision laid between them on his desk. It's a good thing that she's here as 
a friend, instead of Acting Grandmaster, or this whole situation would send 
a lot of red flags. "Kaeya's been working on it since day one. You're not one 
to let effort go to waste." 


He wants her to leave, especially at the implication that Kaeya actually feels 
enough for him to have been working on clean slates for the last four years, 
but his training in courtesy and his affection for her, as well as the question 
of his Vision having been on Kaeya’s hands, keeps him from asking that of 
Jean. She deserves a quiet afternoon. 


"We'll see," Diluc mumbles, and turns his face away from her. He has to 
figure out what to do with that awful vase. 


A bit later, Jean is putting her coat on, and catches sight of it by the door, 
where he left it a couple days ago. 


Her eyes twinkle. "Nice décor." 


Barbatos, there must be something wrong with him, that he doesn’t throw it 
out after that. 


4. were you waiting, at our old spot? 


“Master Diluc, dear,” Lisa calls, her tone giving off amusement that 
immediately makes him want to leave. “Sir Kaeya won’t jump out at you 
from in between the bookshelves.” 


Diluc snaps the book he was pretending to look at closed, and walks around 
the shelf to send her an unimpressed look. “Whatever makes you think I’m 
avoiding him?” 


“T never said you were,” Lisa shrugs, lip corners twitching, and Diluc curses 
her in his head. She’s so competent, but the way she gets under people’s 
skin without trying makes Diluc wary of her, even years after having met 
her. “You’ll lend us the bar, right?” 


“T already said yes.” 


“T hope to see you there, then,” Lisa chuckles openly now, shaking her head 
as Diluc points to the book in his hand. He doesn’t have to explain why he 
won‘ be at the celebration of Kaeya's anniversary as Cavalry Captain, much 
less so to her. It's already a lot that he's letting the Ordo Favonius rent out 
Angel's Share. “Permission slip?” 


Ugh, Diluc hands her the paper, and her eyebrows unsurprisingly shoot up 
to her hat when she sees Kaeya’s signature, under a list of files littered on 
the margins that most certainly shouldn’t be given to a civilian. The book, 
as much as it also requires permission from a knight to borrow, is only an 
excuse so that there’s no record of Diluc taking those files home. 


Lisa is smart enough not to mention it directly, but she does smirk. “Ah, Pll 
guess from the heart next to your name that this isn’t a forged signature, 
Master Diluc.” 


I hate him, Diluc thinks, but only nods at Lisa. “No, it isn’t, of course. You 
can ask him.” 


“Of course,” Lisa repeats, the door to the library opens, and in walks Kaeya, 
who takes one look at them and turns the other way, to do his own fake 
browsing, knowing that he shouldn’t be present while Lisa hands him the 
files. As for Lisa herself, the way her eyes are shining say a lot about the 
gossip she’ I tell Jean later. “It’ll only be a minute, then, Master Diluc.” 


“Take your time.” 


It’s been barely a few weeks since Diluc helped Barbatos himself, and that 
traveler, Aether, in dealing with the corruption of Dvalin. Since then, 
Diluc’s felt the need to do research into ancient history, looking both into 
fantasy and facts, hoping to find an inkling or clue regarding the Fatui, the 
Abyss Order, or something more pertinent to the Tsaritsa herself, but it’s 
been a dry well. 


He didn’t ask Kaeya for help. Instead, one late night at the bar, Kaeya had, 
quite bluntly, called Venti out by his Archon name while they had a 
drinking contest that he was unfortunate enough to supervise. How Kaeya 
found out, he could only guess Jean, or him snooping into Jean’s files, but 
Venti hasn’t seemed surprised by it at all, so Diluc wasn’t, either. 


It was all the excuse Diluc needed to make eye contact with Kaeya, send 
him a list of library files codes through the mail with no context, and 
receive the permission slip that now rested in Lisa’s desk just a few days 
later. Could he have asked Jean, saved some dignity? Maybe, but some 
things were better done in the shadows, and Jean’s position forces her to 
work in the light, even if she often turns a blind eye to her knowledge of 
Kaeya’s activities. 


Besides, Kaeya owes him for his littke game regarding Diluc’s nightly 
activities, at how he’s using it to get back at him—to just sit in the bar like 
it doesn’t mean anything, speak to him like that... 


‘I’m strangely comforted by the fact you now have an assistant, Diluc.’ 
The guilt he felt, at that, knowing Kaeya works alone, has always worked 


alone, even when it was the two of them taking the Ordo Favonius by 
storm. The memory of himself, throwing him out. 


Distracted by his thoughts as he is, Kaeya moves over, fast as a cat, flicks 
Diluc’s ear, whispers: “Chin up, Master Diluc.” 


He leaves the library. 


Fucking bastard. 


Kaeya’s not sure, exactly, about how they ended up sitting outside with 
Reckless Pallard and the hardworking Silio. Something about wine 
recommendations, what’s in season, nonsense like that, but it got 
personal... shockingly fast, perhaps because he’s had a number of drinks, 
being his odd off day. 


“Just... drink responsibly on my premises, okay?” Diluc says, somewhere 
between annoyed, awkward, and maybe even concerned, eyeing Kaeya’s 
glass as if he’s been keeping count. At least someone has. 


The words are nothing compared to some of the things they’ve said to each 
other, and Kaeya knows this is something that applies to every customer, 
old or new, but something about the rapidly fading sun hitting Diluc’s 
delicate features, and the way the breeze ruffles his hair, done in that awful 
messy ponytail of his, stirs his feelings and his memories of even prettier 
afternoons getting wasted out of his mind with Diluc—not that Diluc drank 
with him, most of the time, unless licking the wine off Kaeya’s lips counted. 


As to why he spews this out, in particular, it’s probably related to the things 
sent to him by the Ragnvindr estate after the closure of the manor, stuff that 
he hasn’t seen in ages. 


“Oh, and if I did have one too many, what then?” Kaeya smiles, humorless, 
and the twitch in Diluc’s expression is clearly meant to tell him to stop 
before he puts his foot in his mouth, because he’s already past the point of 
having had ‘too many’. A lesser man would already be on the floor, though; 
Kaeya’s only acting as drunk as he feels because it’s his off day. “You’d 
throw me out along with the trash, is that it?” 


Reckless Pallad clears his throat, and poor Silio taps his fingers against the 
table, perhaps trying to interrupt, but it all goes to deaf ears. 


“Throw you out’?” Diluc’s tone implies confusion, and by this point 
Kaeya’s brain-to-mouth filter is nonexistent. When was the last time he got 
smashed this badly? Too long ago, it seems, even though not that many 
days ago he almost, almost managed to outdrink Barbatos himself. 


“You know... the same way you threw out Father’s legacy?” Kaeya leans 
his elbow on the table, resting his chin on his hand, his eye on Diluc. 
Always on Diluc, on his controlled reaction at the words, so mindful of 
their audience—Kaeya can see Venti and Aether from where he sits, but he 
ignores them, too. When did he last call Crepus a father? “You sold off his 
mansion—or maybe you’ve forgotten?” 


Seeing as Kaeya is uncaring, Diluc takes it upon himself to save face, not 
that his answer would have changed much if they’ve been alone. “I see no 
reason to cling to things that have outlived their purpose.” 


Kaeya thinks of Krupp in the wine cellar, Dottore in that meeting room, and 
other things with no purpose. “Is that so? Then I trust you were most swift 
indeed to part with a certain vase?” 


Diluc’s face flushes, just so, but he doesn’t back down. “Sorry. I have no 
recollection.” 


“That’s odd, Master Diluc,” Reckless Pallad speaks up, making sure to keep 
his nickname. “I’m sure I saw such a vase in your house—a beautiful one, 
unmistakable, in fact...” 


Kaeya snorts into a sip of his drink as Reckless Pallad continues to describe 
the vase Kaeya gave Diluc along with his Vision, blind to the glare falling 
on him, while Silio is smart enough to stay quiet on the subject. He’ll have 
to find an excuse to stop by Dawn Winery and see for himself, but for now, 
Kaeya turns towards Venti and Aether, which seems to encourage them to 
come closer. 


They’re onto something about imaginary friends—no doubt some 
concoction of Lisa’s, and Kaeya admits with no issue that he’s had way too 
much to drink to even think about bothering with it. Diluc’s opinion about 
it, however, almost makes him choke on laughter. 


“'..and to be clear, fifteen years earlier, you still would’ve been wasting 
your time.” 


Of course, Kaeya wasn’t by Diluc’s side fifteen years ago, but he can easily 
picture little Diluc Ragnvindr, who had been too nervous to talk to Kaeya 
beyond pleasantries and warm touches for the first two or so weeks, 
scoffing at the idea that he needed imaginary friends, claiming that was for 
babies. 


Diluc kicks him under the table, naturally, and neither Venti nor Aether 
seem offended by his response; they can probably tell Diluc gets as skittish 
as a cat when in prolonged contact with Kaeya, and seem amused by him. 


Reckless Pallad, by insistence of Silio, goes off with him to do some 
business they’re not privy to, which leaves them alone. Without prying 
eyes, then, Diluc finds it fair to snatch Kaeya’s drink from his hand, 
replacing it with water from a pitcher he ordered what feels like hours ago. 


“T paid for that,” he protests, only to receive a glare. “Fine, then, I was done 
anyways.” 


“You sure were,” Diluc rolls his eyes. “What is wrong with you?” 


Kaeya blinks. “I’m very drunk, dear brother, and my flat in the city isn’t 
nearly big enough for everything that arrived from the estate.” 


“You could have said so, instead of getting piss drunk and shoving it at my 
face,” Diluc sighs, rubbing his eyes as if to wear off a headache. “I’ll have 
Elzer help you send some of it to the Winery. Most of it should be mine 
anyways.” 


“No, thank you. You’re still mad about the piano?” Kaeya leans back 
against his chair, stretching out his arms, chuckling at Diluc’s disgusted, 


sour expression, half because of that reminder, half because it is too early 
for Kaeya to be this drunk, in truth. “You are mad about the piano. Not my 
fault I’m a better player, brother, it is a finer art than throwing clunky 
claymores around—” 


Diluc lets out a sound that is disturbingly familiar, but he doesn’t actually 
try to strangle Kaeya like he used to when they were children sparring. 
Instead, he slams a hand on the table and points at him with an accusing 
finger. It delights him to see that he’s managed to break his stoic composure 
today. 


“Fight me,” he orders, and Kaeya laughs so hard he almost loses his balance 
on his chair. It’s a good thing there’s no one around to see the Ragnvindr 


master turn as red as his hair. “Ugh, I hate you.” 


“You’re fighting drunks now, Luc?” Kaeya leans on the table, and ignores 
the slip-up. Seeing how Diluc stiffens and then relaxes, he’ll let it slide as 
well. “I’m honored, truly, that you deem me so worthy.” 


Diluc shakes his head and stares at Kaeya as if wondering how he’s even 
real. “Go home, Sir Alberich.” 


“Oh, you’re actually pissed,” Kaeya sighs. “Fine. To the office it is.” 
A raised eyebrow. “I believe I said home.” 


“Same thing.” Kaeya stands up, straight on his feet, not a wobble to his 
step. Not even alcohol can stop the force of him. “I had fun today, Master 
Diluc, which I didn’t think would be achievable in your presence.” 


Diluc’s unimpressed eyes are so unfairly pretty. “Oh, so now you’re going 
to talk like you’re sober?” 


“T’ll see you around, Master Diluc,” Kaeya smiles, ignoring his words, and 
pats his shoulder as he walks past him. “Have fun during your shift.” 


Love is so cruel. 


The next morning, Kaeya doesn’t even have a headache, the rat. 


He doesn’t even seem embarrassed or regretful about the things he said, but 
he sure did take Diluc’s word for granted, showing up at Dawn Winery — 
without another decorative present, thank the seven — with chests that Diluc 
had made an effort to have arrive at his door. 


But then again, if Kaeya considers his office his home, then maybe Diluc 
miscalculated. 


“Tt doesn’t go with the décor at all!” He says, annoyingly cheerful, as the 
winery staff take his stuff up to his former bedroom—to gather more dust, 
no doubt. He’s standing in front of the vase, and Diluc has only been awake 
for two hours. He... he can’t. “I’m so grateful that you’ve decided to keep 
it, brother.” 


“Oh, Master Kaeya, I think he’s coming around!” Adeline says, a hand on 
Diluc’s shoulder, and he closes his eyes, grits his teeth. “He’s been brooding 
less and less!” 


“That’s not true,” Diluc crosses his arms, looking at Kaeya, and the idiot 
winks at him, with his one eye; the only reason Diluc knows he isn’t 
blinking is because of how deliberate he is with it. He looks insane. 


“That’s Sir Kaeya, Adeline, we’ve been through this. We don’t want Master 
Diluc to be angry, do we?” 


Elzer is near tears. “It’s been so long since you’ve visited, Sir Kaeya!” 


“You’re all fired,” Diluc announces, and Kaeya has the gall to walk over to 
him and ruffle his hair. The only reason Diluc doesn’t try to bite his hand 
off is because that would be rude to do in front of his staff. It would set a 
bad example. “I mean it.” 


“You sure do,” Kaeya nods. “Now, how about a game of chess? It’s been 
entirely too long.” 


Kaeya Alberich is the worst thing that’s ever happened to Diluc. 


He might also be the best, but anyone who thinks so is clearly biased. 


5. the sight that flashed before me was your face 


“Dainsleif,” Kaeya repeats, fiddling with his gloves, his voice 
uncomfortably loud in the cold silence of Diluc’s office. He remembers 
those blue eyes, both familiar and unknown, that blond hair casually sitting 
in Angel’s Share under Diluc’s scrutiny. “The Bough Keeper. That’s his 
name.” 


Kaeya had sauntered over to the stranger thinking that he could add him to 
his network, get some good clues, or at least a good story, having already 
caught wind a week before of an unknown someone wandering Mondstadt, 
Diluc rolling his eyes at him when he saw his intentions, up until Kaeya had 
made eye contact. 


The pupils. 


“What does that even mean?” Diluc asks, sounding just as tired as Kaeya 
feels. 


Kaeya meets his eyes. “I don’t know, Diluc. I don’t know him—” 
“But he knows you.” 


The implications are there. Whoever Dainsleif is, he knows Khaenri’ah. He 
knows Kaeya. He had looked at him, up and down, and nodded like they’ve 
known each other for more decades than Kaeya has on him, as if he knew 
every secret that hid in his head, and he hadn’t even spoken a word, but 
Kaeya had felt more exposed than ever in his life. It rang through his head, 
then, all he remembers, how little he knows beyond a location, hushed 
words, the dangers of his homeland and the magic that doomed his people. 
His forsaken titles, his mother tongue, old, aged to dust traditions. 


But Bough Keeper. It rings no bells. Whoever Dainsleif is, he’s older than 
the Khaenri’ah he knows, or at least, the one he was raised to know and 


remember. 


“Who are you?” 


Diluc sounds broken. 
And it’s time for him to lay out what he couldn’t, four years ago. 


“Kaeya of House Alberich,” he starts, a hand grazing the edge of his eye 
patch, meeting Diluc’s torn gaze. “The last Uncrowned Prince of 
Khaenri’ah... at your service.” 


“Kaeya,” Diluc starts, his tone somewhere between resigned and tired. 
“Sleep.” 


Against his best judgment, or perhaps his worst, Diluc made Kaeya stay and 
sleep over at Dawn Winery. 


He refuses to say that he invited him, because it was more like Diluc told 
him to get into bed and Kaeya got up to leave, then Diluc clarified that he 
was to go nowhere out of his sight, which brings them into the current 
situation. 


It’s been four years since they’ve shared a bed, of course. It’s awkward, 
both of them laying on their backs in Diluc’s queen size poster bed, as if 
this is their first time and not their hundredth, only their breathing and 
awareness of each other for companionship. Diluc told himself it would be 
no big deal, and he even tried to actually sleep, but Kaeya... 


“1’m trying,” he claims, his voice uncharacteristically quiet, either because 
it’s much later into the night than either of them should be awake, because 
he feels as awkward as Diluc, or because the knowledge that there’s 
someone out there that knows Khaenri’ah, that knows him, is keeping him 
on his toes. 


Perhaps it’s all three, but Diluc goes for the most pertinent. “You’re rattled 
because of that Dainsleif. You’ll be useless to everyone like this, so it’d do 
you well to sleep.” 


Kaeya’s snort lacks any real amusement. “Would you be able to sleep in my 
situation?” 


And Diluc’s bitterness rears its head. “What, as if my whole world just 
shifted on its axis? As if everything I knew got challenged?” 


Silence. 


He owes him for that game of chess, and for his lousy opinions on his 
decision to sell the mansion. 


“T can’t tell if that’s a yes or no,” Kaeya sighs, and Diluc turns his head 
towards him, cheek against his pillow, to find Kaeya already staring at him. 
He took off the eye patch, as well as everything but his underwear, not even 
dignifying to borrow a nightgown from Diluc, so the full strength of his 
eyes, mismatched, bearing down on him, makes his breath shorter. “Has my 
beauty finally broken you, Master Diluc>?” 


“Bastard,” Diluc rolls his eyes. There’s no heat behind his words, nor in his 
heart, but there sure is on his face. It’s impressive how easily Kaeya still 
manages to be so... impossibly tuned in to Diluc’s thought process. “I 
didn’t... I couldn’t sleep either, that night. After you left.” 


“After you kicked me out,” Kaeya feels the need to correct, and Diluc can’t 
even pretend to be offended at it, because it’s the truth. Because he regrets 
it. “Are we really going to have this conversation?” 


Diluc stares at Kaeya’s cautious expression, barely visible even with the 
moonlight streaming through the window, and closes his eyes. “Would you 
rather we keep delaying it? You just told me you’re supposed to be a prince, 
that there’s this whole... underground city that has centuries of culture, 
things that you remember but could’ve easily been fabricated by your father 
for convenience. Are you ever going to be this honest again, Kae?” 


The nickname slip, of course. Diluc’s embarrassment couldn’t just stop at 
being caught staring into Kaeya’s pretty eyes. He blames the shock of that 
Bough Keeper, whatever that is, showing up out of nowhere and making 
eye contact with those damned pupils, sending his thoughts spiraling up 
until he saw Kaeya’s smirk, ready to take this on. 


Diluc thought he’d known him, admittedly, thought that this might have 
been one of Kaeya’s Khaenri’ahn’s contacts, that he was perhaps even 
going to introduce him to Diluc in some attempt at further convincing him 
he has Mondstadt’s safety at heart, as if his aggressively sly moves against 
the Fatui weren’t enough, but the way his face froze, and his skin paled, 
with just a look and a nod... 


He doesn’t know how Kaeya found it in himself to sit there and chat him 
up. To get a name, a title, and keep up enough innocent, mindless 
conversation to gather that this man is dangerous, and knowledgeable, and 
ancient. He sat there, confronted a phantom from his past and perhaps his 
future, with a fake smile and a drink. 


Diluc’s mind reminds him of the night of Kaeya’s first birthday after he left 
Mondstadt, when he was in Inazuma and ran across that merchant, under 
the rain. How he had hated himself so deeply for missing him, that version 
of himself, that still-raw young man, being insulted by the news that he had 
filled up his shoes. 


Now, Diluc can’t find any of that shame. He still thinks Kaeya is a liar, but 
he can’t pretend anymore that he wasn’t built for it by his father, planting 
him in Mondstadt at the risk of his life and the supposed royal line, and that 
Kaeya’s years of practice at secrets, paired with his clever tongue and 
cleverer mind, haven’t come in handy for the Ordo Favonius. He can’t 
pretend he didn’t lose it, the night his father died, that he didn’t flip out on 
him because of the pain he was in at that moment. That he wasn’t cruel and 
unfair to him, even though Kaeya was just being honest, for the first time in 
his life, and opening himself up to being charged with treason. Exiled. 
Stripped once again of his identity. 


He can’t pretend he didn’t almost kill him, and he can’t pretend that he 
didn’t regret it, afterwards, as he picked up the pieces. It took him four 
years to realize he never stopped understanding Kaeya; he just decided the 
truth was too painful for him and ran away instead of staying and trying to 
fix things, or asking him to go with him. 


He remembers when they first saw each other, at the Angel’s Share, 
Kaeya’s eye and his words: ‘Why, Master Diluc, was kicking me out once 


not enough for you?’ 
And what he meant by that: ‘I was always here. You left me.’ 


“Luc,” Kaeya calls out, but it sounds closer to a whisper, and he opens his 
eyes to see Kaeya toying with a strand of his red hair, feels his heart throb 
when he brings it to his lips, kisses it. “I’ve missed you. I always have, from 
the second you left, and even before that.” 


Diluc swallows the knot in his throat, but just barely. “So you’ll say it all 
tonight, then? Is that your answer?” 


Kaeya chuckles, sad and broken. “You don’t have to say it back. You 
always say I could talk your ears off, anyways.” 


“You’re a nuisance.” 
“Ah, yes, a danger to society.” 
“You’re also crazy.” 


“For you,” it slips so easily from his lips, as if it doesn’t hurt, and Diluc 
would do well to get a tissue box, not knowing if he’s insulted or if he 
should swoon. Meeting Kaeya’s eyes is a bit much, but he does so anyways, 
and looks at a clear, starry sky. “You’ll be the death of me.” 


Kaeya means it, so Diluc doesn’t say anything back. He doesn’t have to, 
and while this is barely a couple of steps forwards, it took them too long to 
get here, to put their hurt feelings aside for one moment in order to actually 
communicate, cowards that they are. Diluc’s been back for almost a full 
year, by this point. 


“I’m so stupid,” he says instead, because he’s so, so stubborn, so blind. 
Kaeya’s been sending signs, small cues, and he’s been so, so idiotic, his 
father must be revolving in his grave. Kaeya, somehow knowing exactly 
what he means, laughs. “I hate you, you clever rat.” 


A kiss is dropped on his forehead. “I know you do, but don’t worry about 
being stupid. I can think for both of us.” 


And for that, Diluc pushes him off the bed. 


In the morning, Kaeya presses his cold feet against Diluc’s legs and gets a 
pillow hitting his face for his trouble. That somehow results in a wrestling 
match, in which Kaeya proves that Diluc’s been out of practice, and 
Adeline finds them still tangled together rather inappropriately, Kaeya’s 
fringe covering his eye patch-less eye, but she seems so happy that he’s half 
naked in Diluc’s bed that he doesn’t have the heart to tell her this won’t be a 
common occurrence... yet. Kaeya is trying to keep his hopes up; if he’s 
going to get his heart broken again, at least it’ Il still be Diluc. 


He says it in Diluc’s ear, after Adeline leaves and they have a second to 
breathe from their childish indulgence, in his mother tongue, Khaenri’ah’s 
sounds slipping past his lips. ‘My heart is yours, always and forever.’ 


Diluc shivers with it, looks at him with a bewildered expression, so Kaeya 
smiles and says more things that would be scandalous if there was anyone 
else around. Something about his expression must have given him away, 
because Diluc blushes and pushes Kaeya’s face away, hurriedly getting off 
the bed and giving him his back. 


But, all good things must come to end, and the memory of Dainsleif’s eyes 
still haunts him. 


“What will we do about our unwanted guest, then?” He asks, his voice from 
playful to somber in a second, and Diluc turns in the middle of tying up his 
hair, letting Kaeya spy patches of pale skin he hasn’t seen in ages. It almost 
proves distracting enough to make him regret having this conversation. 
“Rumors are bound to start soon.” 


He means rumors about Dainsleif and the fact that his eyes are a dead- 
giveaway to anyone that’s held eye contact with Kaeya for a few minutes, 
or even seconds, that they’re somehow connected, but the way Diluc 
straightens his clothes and hides his flushed ears with his hair gives away 
his background thoughts about... them. 


“You’re the mastermind, aren’t you, Sir Kaeya?” Diluc mumbles, frowning 
at his reflection in the mirror; Kaeya’s left him messier than he’s probably 
been in years, but he’ll comb his hair back into a semblance of normalcy, 
maybe even braid it, if he’s allowed. “I refuse to call you a prince now, as if 
being a knight doesn’t inflate your ego enough...” 


“Is that why you keep calling me Sir?” Kaeya snorts, stepping behind him 
and settling his hands on his shoulders, thumbs running over bare skin 
peeking from the neck of Diluc’s nightgown. They make eye contact 
through the mirror. “To inflate my ego, or to pull at your crush’s pigtails?” 


“You’d look awful in pigtails,” Diluc quite aggressively hands Kaeya his 
hairbrush, and he gets to work without pause, untangling Diluc’s ponytail 
before getting rid of the lace holding it together entirely. He brushes more 
slowly, then, and parts his hair as he goes, preparing to braid. “The plan, 
then, Quartermaster?” 


Diluc has to stop addressing him like this, or Kaeya will get ideas that his 
teenage self would have had nosebleeds at. 


“We gather information. You— no, we forget about everything I told you 
about last night,” Kaeya swallows, stifles a sigh. “I need to get in contact 
with Albedo, but that might be suspicious of me... we might have to 
exchange roles quite a bit.” 


“He knows about Khaenri’ahn alchemy, correct?” Diluc asks, making 
Kaeya glance at him through the mirror. He’s biting his lip, so Kaeya groans 
— Barbatos help him, he’s missed him. “I’m going to assume that was a 
yes, and not you being a degenerate.” 


Kaeya’s glad they’re being so honest about their... everything, since he 
doesn’t think either of them would live down the nonsensical nature of this 
morning. 


“That’s the rumor, Luc,” Kaeya shrugs. “Rumor also has it, he’s not human, 
but let’s not get into that. We need to focus.” 


Diluc clearly hasn’t heard that before, and the way his eyebrows raise is 
hilarious, but they go over other details, Kaeya braids his hair, and they 
come up with very little, in the end, but more than they could have on their 
own. They’ always be short on information, unless there’s a breakthrough, 
and they can’t do anything about that. 


Kaeya’s surprised by Diluc turning around when he’s done, standing there, 
and there are no more words left to exchange right now, not about them, not 
about Khaenri’ah. They stare at each other, Diluc glancing just slightly 
upwards, Kaeya just slightly downwards. They used to be the same height, 
but that’s something else that changed. 


Diluc lays a kiss on his lips, chaste and timid, not unlike when they were 
children wondering how this works, but Kaeya doesn’t find himself 
hungering for more as of yet. He pulls Diluc in instead, and hugs him, 
burying his face in his hair. 


“Alright, then,” Diluc whispers, holding onto Kaeya with as much strength 
as he did four years ago, when his world was crashing down. “Just know, 
you were never here, and you aren’t going to be here, either. Just in case. It 
would be embarrassing if the Quartermaster acted like a homeless cat, 
coming and going.” 


And Kaeya hears it, through Diluc’s feigned posturing, ‘don’t you dare not 
stay’. 


“Tt’s a deal, Master Diluc.” 


‘I’ve never left.’ 


6. bonus 


Notes for the Chapter: 
did someone say angst with a happy ending 


“',.and lastly, as an extra for the first-prize winner, Master Diluc himself 
has promised a kiss!” 


There’s an uproar. Venti, who had just been considering getting third-place 
for the vintages and is still holding the sign-up sheet, is ambushed by a mob 
of people willing to do anything to get a taste of Dawn Winery’s most 
exclusive sample: the young Master Ragnvindr, in the flesh. Venti himself 
does not stay short, as he too gets an excited glint in his eye, and Kaeya 
would wonder if he should be jealous had his name not been the first one on 
the sheet, from the second the paper was put up. 


“This was a bad idea,” Diluc says, pretending he isn’t speaking to Kaeya by 
keeping his eyes on the crowd fighting to get a chance at his lips. “I’m 
going to kill you if you don’t win.” 


“There, there, Master Diluc,” Kaeya chuckles. “Think of all the business 
you’ ll get!” 


He doesn’t seem to find it nearly as amusing as Kaeya does; Diluc brings a 
worried hand up to his mouth, as he watches Venti be raised into the air by 
Aether, who’s just trying to help him don’t get killed by Donna, who can 
rarely handle alcohol but seems determined to try anyways. Diluc seems to 
be concerned about being eaten. 


“As if I need more clients when you drink all my Death After Noon,” he 
mumbles, and turns his head towards Kaeya. “What’s your plan?” 


“Dispose of Venti, of course,” Kaeya says without missing a beat, and 
Diluc’s eyes turn into a glare. Kaeya shrugs. “I’m kidding, mostly. Truth is, 
Aether owes me a favor. He’ll keep Venti busy, and that should clear the 
way for me.” 


They shouldn’t be discussing this very un-sportsman-like behavior in 
public, right next to other competitors, but it’s hardly tax fraud. At most, 
Jean will give him all the bad patrol hours, but Kaeya has already accounted 
for that, and he’s willing to take the risk. 


“T shouldn’t have agreed,” Diluc sighs, and Kaeya stifles his laugher at the 
memory with a fake cough. Diluc’s glare tells him it doesn’t work. “Stop 
laughing. This is your fault.” 


“You were the one who lost the bet, dear Master,” Kaeya winks, knowing 
exactly how stupid it looks, to which Diluc pulls a face like he wants to 
splash the glass of grape juice he’s serving him at his face. “Who knew 
Klee could be that explosive?” 


Diluc mumbles a few curses at him that he definitely learned from a young, 
uncaring Kaeya, when they sneaked out from their tutors. “You’re an awful 
older brother.” 


“T learned from you!” Kaeya quips back, and Diluc accidentally spills some 
grape juice over his hands. Diluc is at least kind enough to give him a rag to 
clean them up. “I’ll have you know, I’ll be borrowing your gloves until the 
purple washes out from this pair.” 


“Please, leave. We’re closing,” Diluc sighs, ignoring that it’s barely been an 
hour since Angel’s Share opened. Charles rushes behind him into the still- 
excited crowd, finally freeing Venti from the power of holding the sign-up 
sheet and declaring that all spots are filled, gathering disappointed protests. 
“See? Leave, now.” 


Kaeya rolls his eyes. “Alright, then. Mona did invite me over to Cat’s Tail, 
something about my constantly changing choices...” 


Diluc goes red on the face, though for Kaeya, who knows about his little 
jealous streak, it looks green. When he speaks, his tone has considerably 
softened. “Have your drink first.” 


And he’s finally served his Dandelion Wine—he’s going light on it tonight, 
in preparation for tomorrow. He purposely holds the glass too loosely, 


forcing Diluc’s fingers to meet his own, and considering that everyone’s too 
busy agonizing over the thought of Diluc’s lips, Kaeya only finds it fair to 
blow one kiss his way. 


Needless to say, Mona will remain waiting; not that Kaeya was eager to be 
given more warnings about big decisions. He’d rather be a fool, watch 
Diluc work, and go over his plan for victory. 


That nervous part of Diluc refused to let him believe that Kaeya would 
actually win, knowing his luck, especially as the contest dragged on and 
Kaeya slowed down his intake of alcohol. But that scheming peacock 
pushes through at the last second, pulling out another bottle for him to share 
with the two other competitors remaining, looking at clear-headed as 
always. They took one look at it and forfeited. 


One of them barely made it into the bathroom, and the other was 
immediately taken home by Charles. Venti quietly strums his lyre in a 
comer now, a sad tune filling the silence left by the defeated contestants that 
remain destroyed on Angel’s Share tables. Kaeya nurses the last glass of his 
bottle of Death After Noon, the drink that let him win, looking with 
amusement at the resentful looks Venti sends him from his place, perched 
upon the bar. 


“Say, Master Diluc, can’t you spare even a sip to this bard?” He asks, and 
Diluc promptly serves him a glass of grape juice. Venti looks at it with 
sadness, and then at Kaeya. “Ah, Sir Kaeya is truly too smart to be true! 
How unfair!” 


“Don’t fret, friend,” Kaeya chuckles, walking over from his table. His steps 
are slower than usual, and his face is a little flushed, but he refuses to let 
himself look as smashed as he actually is. None too subtly, Diluc slides 
Venti’s untouched grape juice towards him. “I have this wonderful vintage 
in my cold box, right from the Ragnvindr cellar. It has your name on it, as 
compensation.” 


Venti makes excited noises that Diluc tunes out for the sake of raising an 
eyebrow at Kaeya. At least, the fool is not reckless enough to let their 


Archon hold a grudge against him. 


Clean up is slow. Due to the nature of the competition, the prizes won’t be 
given up until tomorrow, at yet another party that is meant to give Diluc a 
headache and make him consider giving Charles yet another raise. Instead 
of closing up, Diluc spends the rest of the evening and well into the early 
hours of the night making sure that everyone is getting home safe. 


An old lady who participated in the competition and got to the top ten pats 
his cheek. “Ah, I was so close.” 


Kaeya owes him big time. Now, every time Diluc holds another drinking 
competition, he’s going to be asked if he’ll do a repeat of this prize. He 
should add it to the list of rules inside the bar, ‘no asking Diluc Ragnvindr if 
he can spare a kiss, please and thank you. The answer is no.’ 


Somehow, Diluc suspects that Kaeya would find a way around that, as well. 
Ugh. 


When the bar is finally empty — but their Cavalry Captain, of course, he’s 
been nursing the glasses of water Diluc’s slipped him like he’s a healer from 
the church — Diluc gets exactly ten minutes to breathe, then he sends 
Charles home, cleans the tables, picks up the chairs, and leans on the bar, 
next to Kaeya. 


“Do I have to get someone to carry you home, too, Sir Kaeya?” He asks 
him, finally meeting his eye. Kaeya smiles, a bit too wide. “You really are 
drunk, aren’t you?” 


“Very,” Kaeya nods, laughs, stands up and shamelessly grabs Diluc’s wrist, 
pulling him into his arms. “Should I be jealous that all of Mondstadt tried to 
get a taste of you?” 


“You know they had no chance,” Diluc rolls his eyes, bites down the smile 
that wants to creep up his lips. They aren’t dating, the way they did once; 
their closeness ever since Dainsleif the Bough Keeper showed up had only 
grown, the hurt of their scars finally starting to fade, but it is still very much 


complicated, and there’s too much they haven’t said. “What are you doing 
here? Prizes are for tomorrow, if you recall.” 


“TI very much recall,” Kaeya nods, still smiling like the drunk he is, hands 
tangling on the end of Diluc’s hair until he finally pulls it free. He really 
does hate his ponytails. “What if I want my prize now?” 


“Then you can go home and drink from the bottles of the same wine 
collection I’m giving away that you inherited,” Diluc pats his cheek, though 
it’s less friendly, more lingering, than it should be. “But I wouldn’t 
recommend. You reek of alcohol, Captain, a shower seems like a necessity.” 


Kaeya never listens to him, so Diluc isn’t even surprised when he leans in, 
down, presses their lips together for the second time in four years. He 
allows it, goes along with it, and sighs. It feels like coming home to the 
winery never did, if Diluc’s being honest. The taste, well—it’s not like he’s 
never kissed a drunk Kaeya before, but his nose catches on a faint aroma of 
Calla Lilies and sweet grapes under the wine, and he steps closer, allows his 
hands to grab onto Kaeya’s shirt, clinging like a child. 


Some things don’t change; muscle memory makes him adjust his stance 
when Kaeya presses him against the bar, hands on his waist, drawing a 
strangled sound from him. Diluc would be lying if he said he hasn’t been 
looking forwards to this, dreaming about it even, and it might be the taste 
and feeling of Kaeya’s hands on him again giving him an adrenaline rush, 
but he doesn’t hesitate to pull him closer by his shirt, almost opening the 
few buttons that are actually closed, parting his legs just enough to give him 
more space— 


“Leave some for tomorrow, Luc,” Kaeya chuckles, pressing kisses over 
Diluc’s face, nipping at his left ear, hands lowering the high neck of Diluc’s 
coat so he can get his mouth on it, too, like the hypocrite he is. “You owe 
them a show, don’t you?” 


Diluc shivers. “You owe them a show. I’m just doing my job.” 


Kaeya bites, rather harshly, at a spot under his ear, just behind his jaw, and 
Diluc lets out a sound that seems to echo in his ears, one he hasn’t made in 


years, making him turn red. Kaeya’s smile is practically audible. “And what 
a hard job it is!” 


A tongue slips into his mouth faster than Diluc can gather enough 
brainpower to answer, and he feels the shaking breath Kaeya lets out 
through his nose at it, the kiss getting messier and messier—Dean After 
Noon clogs his nose, but Diluc would be crazy to let go of this first, and 
Kaeya seems to agree with the sentiment. 


It’s probably a good thing they’re interrupted before they soil the bar. “Oh, 
my, now this is something I haven’t seen in a long time.” 


Lisa. 


Of course. At least it wasn’t Amber. Now, that would have been hard to 
explain. 


“Ah,” Kaeya sighs, leaning his weight against Diluc’s body, resting his 
forehead on his shoulder and allowing Diluc to look at Lisa’s smug smile. 
He glares back. “Seems like Master Ragnvindr forgot to lock the front door, 
huh?” 


“Indeed, Sir Kaeya,” Lisa giggles, leaning her face on her hand. She seems 
to be considering what to make of them, beyond telling Jean about this, 
which is... terrifying, when they haven’t made anything of themselves yet, 
not really. “Well, then, I was just stopping by to see how the contest turned 
out, but I think I got my answer.” 


“You saw nothing,” Diluc rushes out, and Lisa shrugs, both of them 
ignoring Kaeya’s snort. “Good evening, Lady Minci.” 


Lisa scoffs at how he addresses her, but leaves without making a fuss, 
which Diluc has always appreciated of her. With her gone, nothing stops 
him from elbowing his way out of being Kaeya’s pillow, and he purposely 
steps on his foot in order to make him back off. 


“Ouch,” Kaeya looks at Diluc, lips still shiny with saliva, and blinks, very 
Slowly. “I’m very drunk, aren’t I, Diluc?” 


“You overdid it with the Dead After Noon at the end,” Diluc agrees, and 
goes to lock the front door, not wanting anyone to walk in on them being 
civilized. “They would have thrown up at a drop of any wine, by that 
point.” 


“T can’t help showing off for you,” Kaeya grabs Diluc’s hand, trying to pull 
him in again as he goes to wash his lonely glass, abandoned on the bar, but 
Diluc shakes him off, biting his lip to keep from grinning. “Can I room 
upstairs? Not that I wouldn’t make it home, but...” 


Diluc allows himself to snort. “But you don’t like walks of shame.” 


“Hey now, Luc,” Kaeya blows him a kiss—honestly, perhaps Diluc should 
draw some sort of line between them, because if his heart keeps fluttering 
this much, he’ll die way too young. “You don’t embarrass me. You may 
look like you’re still going through your brooding teenager phase 
sometimes, but—” 


“You look like a pirate. Seriously, button your shirt.” 
“I’m a Sexy pirate, though.” 


“More like a drunk pirate who will room upstairs and won’ throw up on his 
way up,” Diluc waves his hand at him, shooing him off. “Go now, then, 
before I do take you out with the trash.” 


Kaeya pouts, which he doesn’t have to be drunk for, but he does look 
disappointed that Diluc’s not holding his hand and guiding him up, like he’s 
done so many times before when he forgot that people have a limit when it 
comes to alcohol. Kaeya leans against the bar, reaches over and runs a hand 
through his hair, caressing the red curls, and sighs. 


“Alright,” Kaeya mumbles, his voice soft, his shoulders dropping as he 
stops pretending to not be exhausted. “See you in the morning, then?” 


Diluc looks away from his eye, trying not to blush. “See you when I’m 
done here, idiot.” 


Kaeya’s laugh, and the vision in his mind’s eye of him snoring his hangover 
away, gets him through the arduous task of doing inventory after hosting 
drinking competitions. 


Kaeya does have a headache this time, when he wakes up the next morning, 
but he pushes through, and being as lousy as ever, kisses Diluc’s cheek in 
front of most of the citizens of Mondstadt, two crates of wine standing to 
his left, still wearing yesterday’s clothes. 


Donna’s practically sobbing. “Oh, what a waste!” 


Even Venti and Aether seem disappointed that Kaeya didn’t plant one on his 
mouth for all of the city to gawk at, but this was always the plan. Neither of 
them are into public indecency, even if Kaeya likes playing with fire, and 
the spoof with Lisa was already far too much. 


“TI thought you’d give them a show,” Diluc says anyways, looking at the 
‘Kamera’ pictures that a traveler from Liyue took for him. They look awful: 
him, because portraits have always hated his face, Kaeya because he barely 
bothered to brush his teeth before coming downstairs. His eye patch is 
slightly askew, and Diluc has to stop himself from reaching out to straighten 
it. 


“Please, Master Diluc,” Kaeya smirks, nudging him with his elbow. “I did 
promise to bring you business, didn’t I? We can’t leave all the singles in 
Mondstadt with the image of their Cavalry Captain kissing the most wanted 
bachelor on the mouth—how could they compete? They wouldn’t be able to 
look at you without weeping, and that’s the opposite of business.” 


Diluc isn’t even surprised. “You’re so full of yourself.” 
Kaeya’s smile turns filthy. “Jealous much?” 
This time, Diluc has no qualms about popping open a wine bottle and 


spilling a fair amount of it all over Kaeya’s clothes. Venti yells from 
somewhere, scandalized at the spilled wine, but Diluc is too busy staring at 


Kaeya laughing, head thrown back, not even caring. He probably already 
knows how he’ II get back at him. 


Diluc’s lost count of their score, but a restart is, most likely, long overdue. 
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